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crimson and orange sunset, delicately veiled in Indian dust. The pungent, penetrating smell of burning horse-dung (which is the smell of all India) stings the nostrils ; there is a chill in the air, and a malarious pink mist on the distant mountains. The train jerks up at another station, and our carriage stops just where a portly old gentleman with a pink turban has spread his carpet on the platform and is doing his devotions with his face towards Mecca and the West. I step out to talk with the guard, an old soldier from a Scottish regiment, who has taken on this job at the end of his service rather than go home. He tells me that the day before yesterday a tiger carne down to a village we passed a few miles back, and, though some officers went out after him, he was still at large. And less than three weeks ago I was in Fleet Street!